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jy The ſecond part, to the ſame Tune. 


Oꝛ it affrighted ſo Frem the hꝛad to the foot, 
all the whole company, monſtcr⸗like was it bon, 
That e r one ſaid in heart, © very part had the ſhape 
vengeance now dzaweth nigh of faſhions daily wozn: 
It had two faces ſtrang, On the feet pinked ſhooes, 
and two heads painted fair, infteps hadRoſes red, 
On the bzows curled locks, Which in ſilk now is us d, 
ſuch as our wantons ware. ſo vainly are we ked. 


Dne hand held right the ſhape Thas bath my feth and blood, 


of a fair loking-glaſs, nauricht now near my heart, 
Jn which A took delight, Puts me now in mindof Sin, 
how my vain beauty was ; and bids me now convert ; 
Right the ſhape of a Rod, D let us women then 
ſcourging me fo2 my Sin, take herd of wanton pꝛide, 
The other ſiem d to have, angels have faln from Heaven 
a perfectly ſeen therein. and foz that ſin have dy d. 


Theſe womens wantonneſs, No ſoner bꝛought to light, 
| and their vain foliſh minds, was this fruit of my youth, 
Never contentented are But to the Councel⸗houſe 
with that thing God aſligns; it was brought foꝛ a truth; 
Look fo it London Dantes, Where to the Pagtſtrates 
God ker peth Plagues in ffoze, in 8 molt fearful lot, 
And now the ſecond part Began alond to ſpeak, 
of this Song ſheweth mo2e. and theſe wozds did report; 
Oiek and eare kills my heart, / am a meſlerger, | 
where God offended ts, now ſent from God on high, 
Sen a As the pooꝛ Merchants wife, To bid you all repent, 
did wozldly comfozt miſs: Chriſt comming draweth nigh, 
Strange were the miſertes, Kepent you all with ſpeed, 


that che ſo long endur'd, this is a meſſage ſure, 
: No caſe by womens belp, x The world ſeems at an end, 
1 could be as then pꝛoc ur d. and cannot long endure. 
0 I Mereupon ſpeaks the child, Pride is the Prince of fin, 
1 with a voice f:arfally, Which is our chief * 
5 Mother your wanton pride, Mankind repent with ſpeed, 
Ws bring: this your miſery ; before the Lord do ſmire, 
Let your life ſoon amen This is my laſt adieu, 
or elſe the mighty God, repentance ſoon provide, 
Will ſcour ge your wantonneſs The le were his lateſt wszds, 
with a moꝛe sharper Rod, and ſo the monſter dp'd. 4 
About his neck a flaunting Ruff Sꝛeat was the fear of thoſe, 
it had now gallantly, R that the ſe lame ſpieches heard 
Starched with white and blew, God grant all Chꝛiſtians map 
ſeeming unto the epe. habe their minds well pꝛepar d 
: With laces long and bzoad, UWith true repentance, 
4 ö as now are womens bands, Gods mercy to imploze, 


Thus heavy wanton Pzide, That ne ver woman⸗ kind, 
ürſt in Gods anger ſkands, map bꝛing ſuch fruit foꝛth moze 


Che bꝛeſt was plated oꝛe, And pou fair English dames, 
as ffill the Perchants be, that in pꝛide do excell, 
: Now as lew'd women wear, This woful miſery, 
to hide Adultery : in pour hearts pꝛint fall well: 
Every part, every limb, Let not P2ide be pour guide, 


had not true natures frame, fo2 P2ide will bave a fall, 
But to ſhew to the wozld, Paidand Wife, let my life, 
this my great ſin and ſhame. be warning to vou all. 
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